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Have you been at Carrick, and saw you my true-love

there,

And saw you her features, all beautiful, bright and fair ?
Saw you the most fragrant, flowery, sweet apple-tree ?
Oh !  saw you my loved one, and pines she in grief like

me?"

Callanan has it even more markedly in " The Outlaw of
Loch Lene " :
" Oh, many a day have I made good ale in the glen,
That came not of stream or malt, like the brewing of men.
My bed was the ground, my roof the greenwood above,
And the wealth that I sought, one fair kind glance from
my love.
*Tis down by the lake where the wild tree fringes its
sides
The maid of my heart, the fair one of heaven, resides ;
I think, as at eve she wanders its mazes along,
The birds go to sleep by the sweet wild twist of her song."
Yet generations had to go by before the experiments of
these men were noted, and before a diffused study of Gaelic
sent men back to native sources of inspiration. And so far
as Moore's contribution to the technique of poetry in Anglo-
Irish literature is to be judged by its results, one can only
find that what was imitated in him was his facility and Ms
fluency.